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to be seen, the train was rattling on again, and we

were eating and drinking away, enjoying the strang-
est picnic. Could anything so pleasant ever happen
to visitors to this country? I cfoubt it. I arrived at
Poznan, prepared to enjoy the great exhibition that
was being staged there, and with my opinion of
Poland soaring; and this was largely the work of the
kindly thought that flashed along the telegraph wires
and brought those magical white coats out of the
night,